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ede zer . HOU, whoſe ſweet Youth and early 
3 Hopes inhance 

* . Thy rate and price, and mark thee 

5 F for a treaſure ; 

4 Hearken unto a Verſer, who may chance 

Rhyme thee to good, and make a Bait of Pleaſure, 
A Verſe may find him, who a Sermon flies, 
And turn Delight into a Sacrifice, 


Beware of Luft, it doth pollute and foul 
Whom God in Baptif! n waſh'd with his own Blood, 
It blots the leſſon written in thy Soul; 
The holy lines cannot be undefftood, 
How dare thoſe eyes upon a Bible look, 
Much leſs towards God, whoſe Luſt is all their Book? 


Wholly abſtain, or wed. "Thy bounteous Lord 

Allows thee choice of paths: take no by-ways; 

But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 

Not grudging that thy luſt hath bounds and ſtays. 
Continence hath its joy : weigh both, and ſo 
Lf rottenneſs have more, let Heaven go. 


B Drink 
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1s out-law'd by himſelf; All kind of ill 


Vet, if thou fin in wine or wantonneſs, 


Drink not the third glaſs, which thou can'ſt not tame, 
When once it is within thee ; but before, x 
May'ſ tule it, as thou liſt ; and pour the ſhame, 
Which it would pour on thee, upon the floor. 
It is moſt juſt to throw that on the ground, | 
Which would throw me there, if I keep the round, | 


He that is drunken, may his Mother kill, | | 
Big with his Siſter : He hath loſt the reins, | 


Did with his liquor ſlide into his veins. 
The drunkard forfeits Man, and doth diveſt 
All worldly right, ſave what he hath by beaſt, 


Boaſt not thereof, nor make thy ſhame thy glory, 

I'ralty gets pardon by ſubmiſſiveneſs, 

Dut he that boaſts, ſhuts that out of his ſtory : 
He makes flat war with God, and doth defy. 
With his poor clod of earth the ſpacious ſky. 


Take not his Name, who made thy mouth, in vain ; 
It gets thee nothing, and hath no excuſe, 
I.uft and wine plead pleaſure, avarice gain: 
But the cheap ſwearer_through his open ſluce 
Lets his ſoul run for nought, as little fearing : 
Were I an Epicure, I could hate ſwearing. | 


When thou doſt tell another's jeſt, therein | 
Omit the oaths, which true wit cannot need: | 
Fick out of tales the mirth, but not the ſin, 
He pares his apple that will cleanly feed. 
Play not away the Virtue of that Name, | 
Which is thy beſt ſtake, when griefs make thee tame, | 
ö 


The 


8) 
The cheapeſt fins moſt dearly puniſt'd are; 
Becauſe to.ſhun them alſo, is fo cheap: 
For we have wit to mark them, and to ſpare, 
O crumble not away thy Soul's fair heap ! 
If thou wilt die, the gates of Hell are broad: 
Pride and full fins have made the way a road. 


Lie not; but let thy heart be true to God, 
E Thy mouth to it, thy actions to them both: 
Cowards tell lies, and thoſe that fear the rod; 
The ſtormy, working Soul ſpits lies and froth. 
Dare to be true. Nothing can need a lyc: 
A. fault which needs it moſt, grows two thereby. 


Fly :dleneſs, which yet thou canſt not fly 
By dreſſing, miſtreſſing, and nen 
oo DR. It thoſe take up thy day, the Sun will cry 
Againſt thee : For his light was only lelit. 
God gave thy Soul brave wings; put not thoſe fea- 
Into a bed to ileep out all ill weathers.. :(thers 


Art thou a Magiſtrate ? Then be ſevere 

It ſtudious, copy fair what time hath blurr'd; 
Redecm truth from his jaws: If ſoldier, 

| Chaſe brave employments with a naked ſword 

j k Throughout the world, Foo! not, tor all may have, 
| | It they dare try, a glorious life or grave, 


O Kugland, full of fin,. but moſt of ſloth ! 
Spit out thy phlegm, and fill thy breait with glory: 
Thy Gentry. bleats, as if thy native cloth 
Transfus'd a ſheepiſhneſs into thy. ſtory: 

Not that they all are ſo; but that the mot 

Are gone to graſs, and in the paſture loit, 


B 2 When 


(4-7) 
When thou doit purpoſe ought (within thy power) 
Be ſure to do it, though 1t be but ſmall : 
Conſtancy knits the bones, and makes us tower, a 
When wanton pleaſures beckon us to thrall, \ 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeiteth him'elf ; 
What nature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelt, 


Do all things like a Man, not ſneakingly : RY 

Think the King ſees thee ſtill; for his ng does. 

Simp' ring is but a lay-hypocriſy : 

Give it a corner, and the clue undoes. | 
Who fears to do ill, ſets himſelf to taſk + | 
Who fears to do well, ſure ſhould wear to maſk. 


Stght thoſe who ſay amidit their ſickly healths, 
Thou liv'ſt by rule. What doth not ſo but men? | 
Houſes are built by rule, and Common-wealths. OM 
Entice the truſty Sun, if that you can, 

From his Eeliptie Line; beckon the ſky. 
Who lives by rule, then keeps good company. 


Who keeps no guard upon himſelf, is lack, | 
And rots to nothing at the next great thaw. 3” 
Main is a ſhop of rules, a well truſs'd pack. * 
Whoſe every parcel under- writes a law. 

Looſe not thyſelt, nor give thy humours way: 

God gave them to thee under lock and key. 


By all means uſe ſometimes to be alone. [ 
Salute thy ſelf : See what thy foul doth wear. 
Dare to look in thy cheſt : for tis thy own: | 
And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there. | 
Who cannot reſt till he good fellows find, 
He breaks up houſe, turns out of doors his mind. 
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Be 


(8) 
Be thrifty, but not covetous : Therefore give 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due, 
Never was ſcraper brave man. Get to live: 
Then live and uſe it: Elſe it is not true 
That thou haſt gotten, Surely uſe alone 
Makes money a contemptible ſtone. 


Spend not on Hopes. They that by pleading Clothes 
Do Fortunes ſeek, when Worth and Service tail, 
Would have their Tale believed for their Oaths, 
And are like empty Veſſels under fail. 

Old Courtiers know this: Therefore ſet out ſo, 

As all the Day thou may'ſt hold out to go. 


In Clothes cheap Handfomeneſs doth bear the Bell, 
\Wiſdom's a trimmer thing than Shop e're gave, 
Say not then, This with that Lace will do well; 
But this with my Diſcretion will be brave. 
Much Curiouſneſs is a perpetual Wooing, 
Nothing with Labour, Felly long adoing. 


In Converſation Boldneſs now bears ſway. 


But know that nothing can fo fooliſh: be, 


As empty Boldneſs: Therefore firſt affay 

To ſtuff thy Mind with fohd Bravery ; 
Then march on gallant » Get ſubſtantial Worth, 
Boldneſs gilds finely, and will ſet it forth. 


Laugh not too much: the witty Man laughs leaſt ; 
For wit is News only to Ignorance. 
Leſs at thy own Things laugh; leſt in the · Jeſt 
hy Perſon ſhare, and the Conceit advance, 

Make not thy Sport Abuſes : for the Fly, 

That feeds on Dung, is coloured thereby. 
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Pick out ef Mirth, like Stones out of thy Ground, 
Profancneſs, Filthineſs, Abuſiveneſs. 
Theſe are the Scum, with which Coarſe Wits abound: 
The Fine may ſpare theſe well, yet not go leſs. 
All things are big with Jeſt : nothing that's plain 
But may be witty, if thou haſt the Vein. 


Wit's an unruly Engine, wigs ſtriking 
Sometimes a Friend, ſometimes the Engineer; 
Haſt thou the Knack? Pamper it not with liking: 
And if thou want it, buy it not too dear. 
Many affecting Wit beyond their Power, 
Have got to be a dear Fool tor an. Hour. 


When Baſeneſs is exalted, do not bite 
The Place its Honour for the Perſon's ſake: 
The Shrine is that, which thou doſt venerate ; 
And not the Beaſt, that bears it on his Back. 
I care not though the Cloth of State ſhould be 
Not of rich. Arras, but mean Tapeſtry. 


Thy Friend put in thy Boſom: Wear his Eyes 

Still in thy Heart, that he may ſee what's there. 

If Cauſe require, thou art his Sacriſice; 

Thy drops of Blood muſt pay down all his Fear ; 
But: Love is loſt, the Way of Friendſbip's gone, 
Though David had his Jonathan, Chriſt his ohn. 


Ia thy Diſcourſe, if thou deſire to pleaſe, 
All ſuch is courteous, uſeful, new, os witty, 
Uſefulneſs comes by Labour, Wit by Eaſe ; 
Courteſy grows in Court, News in the City. 
Get a good ſtock of theſe, then draw the Card 
That ſuits him beſt, of whom thy Speech is heard. 


Eirtice 
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To 
Entice all neatly to what they know beſt ; 
For ſo thou doſt thyſelt. and him a Pleaſure : 
But a proud Ignorance will looſe his Reſt, 
Rather than ſhew his Cards : ſteal from his Treaſure 
What to aſk further, Doubts well rais'd do lock 
The ſpeaker to thee, and preſerve thy ſtock, 


Tf thou be maſter-gunner, ſpend not all 
That thou canſt ſpeak at once; but huſband it, 


And give Men turns of ſpeech : Do not foreſtal. 


By laviſhneſs thine own and others wat, 
As if thou mad'ſt thy will. A civil gueſt 
Will no more talk all, than eat all the feaſt. 


Be calm in arguing: For fierceneſs makes 
Error a fault, and truth diſcourteſy. 


Why ſhould I feel another man's miſtakes 


More than his fickneſles or pover ty? 
In love I ſhould ; but anger is not love, of 
Nor wiſdom neither; therefore gently movs. 


Calmneſs is great advantage: He that lets 
Another chafe, may warm him at his fire: 


Mark all his wand'rings, and enjoy his frets ; 
As cunning fencers ſufter heat to tire. 


Truth dwaqls not in the clouds: the bow that's there 
Doth often aim at, never hit the ſphere. 


Be uſeful where thou liveſt, that they may 

Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing preſence ſtill. 

Kindneſs, good parts, great places, are the way 

To compaſs this. Find out mens wants and will, 
And meet them there. All worldly joys go leſs 
To the one joy of doing kindneſſes. 


Pitch 


(8-3 


Pitch thy behaviour low, thy project high; 
So ſhalt thou humble and magnanimous be: 
Sink not in Spirit; who aimeth at the ſky, 
Shoots higher much than he that means a tree. 
A grain of glory mix'd with humbleneſs 
Cures both a Fever, and Lethargickneſs. 


Let thy mind ſtill be bent, ſtill plotting where, 
And when, and how the buſineſs may be done. 
Slackneſs breeds worms; but the ſure traveller, 
Though he alights ſometimes, ſtill goeth on. 
Active and ſtirring ſpirits live alone. 
Write on the others, Here lies ſuch an one. 


Slight not the ſmalleſt loſs, whether it be 
In love or honour; take account of all: 
Shine like the ſun in every corner: See 
Whether thy ſtock of eredit ſwell or fall. 
Who ſay, I care not, thoſe I give for loſt; 
And to inſtruct them, will not quit the coſt, 


© 


Scorn no man's love, though of a mean degree; 


Love 1s a preſent for a mighty King; 
Much leſs make any one thine enemy, 
As guns deſtroy, ſo may a little ſling. 

The cunning workman never doth refufe 


The meaneſt tool, which he may chance to uſe, 


Keep all thy native good, and naturalize _ 
All foreign of that name; but ſcorn their ill. 
Embrace their activeneſs, not vanities, 
Who follows all things, forfeiteth his will. 
If thou obſerveſt ſtrangers in each fit, 
In time they'll run thee out of all thy wit. 


1 


Affect in things about thee cleanlineſs, 

That all may gladly board thee, as a flower. 
| Slovens take up their ſtock of noiſomneſs 
Beforehand, and anticipate their laſt hour. 

Let thy minds ſweetneſs have its operation 
| Upon thy body, clothes and habitation, 


In Alms regard thy means, and others merit; 
Think Heav'n a better bargain than to give 
Only thy fingle market-money for it. 

3 


Join hands with God to make a man to live. 
Give to all ſomething; to a good poor man, 
Till thou change Names, and be where he began. 
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lan is God's Image; but a poor man is 
Chriſt's ſtamp to boot; both images. regard. 
. | God reckons for him, counts the favour his: 
Write, So much giu'n to God; thou ſhalt be heard, 
Let thy alms go before, and keep heav'ns gate 
Open for thee ; or both may come too late. 


| Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time; 

A tithe purloin'd, cankers the whole eſtate, 
Sundays obſerve : Think when the Bells do chime, 
- *Tis Angels Muſick ; therefore come not late. 

; God then deals bleſſings; if a King did ſo, 

Who would aſte, nay give, to ſee the ſhow ! 


Though private prayer be a brave deſign, 

Yet publick hath more promiſes, more love; 

And love's a weight to hearts, to eyes a ſign, 

We all are but cold ſuitors ; let us move 
Where it is warmeſt, Leave thy fix and ſeven ; 
Pray with the moſt ; for where moſt pray, is heav'n, 


When 


(1 -:} | 
When once thy foot enters the Church, be han.” 
God is more there than thou: For thou art there 
Only by his Permifkon. Then beware, 
And make thy felt all reverence and fear. | 
Kneeling ne'r ſpoil'd filk ſtockings : Quit thy ſtate. 
All equal are within the Churches Yate, 


Judge not the preacher, for he is thy Judge 1 
If thou miſlike him, thou conceiv'ſt him not. 
God calleth preaching folly, Do not grudge 
To pick out treaſures from an earthen pot : 


The worſt ſpenk ſomething good : If all want ſenſe, i 


God takes a text, and preacheth patience. 


Sum up at night what thou haſt done by day ; 

And in the morning, what thou haſt to do. 

Preſs and undreſs thy Soul: Mark the decay 

And growth of it: If with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then wind up both: Since we ſhall be 
More ſurely judg'd, make thy accounts agree, 


In brief, acquit thee bravely : Play the Man. 
Look not on pleaſures as they come, but go. 


Defer not the leaſt virtue. Life's poor ſpan 


Make not an ell, by trifling in thy wo. 
If thou do il, the joy fades, not the pains: 
It well, the pain doth fade, the joy remains, 
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The AGONY. 


3 have meaſur'd Mountains, 


Fathom'd' the depths of Seas, of States and Kings, 


Walk'd with a ſtaff to Heav'n, and trac'd Fountains : 


But there are two vaſt, ſpacious things, 


The which to meaſure it doth more behove ; 
Yet few there are that ſound them, San and Love. 


Who would know Sin, let him repair 
Unto Mount Olvet ; there ſhall he ſee 


A man ſo wrung Wille pains, that all his hair, 


His ſkin, his garments bloody be. 
Sin is that Prefs and Vice, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruel food through every vein, 


Who knows not Tove, let him affay, 
And taſte that juice, which on the Croſs, a pike 
Did ſet abroach ; then let him ſay, 

If ever he did taſte the like. 
Love is that liquor ſweet and moſt divine. 
Which my God Jon as Blood, but I. as Wine. 
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Redrinptin: 


Aving been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Not thriving, TI reſolved to be bold, 
And make a ſuit unto him to afford 


A new ſmall-rented Leaſe, and cancel th' old. 


In 


C. * 
In Heaven, at his Manor I him fought :. 
They told me there that he was lately gone 


About ſome land, which he had dearly bought 
Long ſince on Earth, to take poſſeſſion, 


I ſtrait return'd, and knowing his great Birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great reſorts, 
In Cities, Theatres, Gardens, Parks and Courts : 
At length I heard a ragged noiſe and mirth 
Of thieves and murderers : There I him eſpied, 
Who ſtrait, Tour Suit is granted, ſaid, and died. 


ORD, with what care haſt thou begirt us round ! 
Parents firſt ſeaſon us; then School-maſters 
Deliver us to Laws ; they ſend us bound 
To rules of Reaſon, holy Meſlengers, 


Pulpits and Sundays, ſorrow-dogging Sin, 
Afflictions ſorted, anguiſh of all ſizes, 
Fine Nets and Stratagems to catch us in, 
Bibles laid open, millions of ſurprizes, 


Bleſſings before-hand, ties of gratefulneſs, 
The ſound of Glory ringing in our ears: 
Without, our ſhame ; within our conſciences: 
Angels and Grace, eternal hopes and fears. 


Yet all theſe Fences and their whole array 
One cunning Boſom-Sin blows quite away. 


« | Love. 
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LOVE. 
A 


Mmortal Love, Author of this great Frame. 
Sprung from that Beauty which can never fade; 
How hath man parcel'd out thy glorious name, 
And thrown it on that duſt which thou haſt made, 


While mortal Love doth all the title gain! 
Which ſiding with Invention, they together 
Bear all the ſway, poſſeſſing heart and brain, 
(Thy workmanſhip )- And give thee ſhare in neither, 


Wit fancies Beauty : Beauty raiſeth Wit. 
The World 1s theirs ; they two play out the game ; 
Thou ſtanding by: And tho” thy glorious name 
Wrought our deliverance from the infernal pit, 


Who fings thy praiſe ? only a ſcarf or glove 
Doth warm our hands, and make them write of love. 


—— 


—— 


II. 


Mmortal Heat, O let thy greater flame 
Attract the leſſer to it: Let thoſe fires 


Which ſhall conſume the World, firſt make it tame, 
And kindle 1 in our hearts ſuch true deſires, 


As may conſume our luſts, and make thee way. 


Then ſhall our hearts pant thee, then ſhall our brain 
All her inventions on thine altar lay, 


And there in Hymns ſend back thy fire again. 
C-2 5 . 
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Our eyes ſhall ſee thee which before faw duſt: 


Duſt blown by wit, till that they both were blind: 
Thou ſhalt recover all thy goods in kind, 
Who were diſſeized by uſurping luſt ; | 


All knees ſhall bow to thee : all wits ſhall riſe, 
And praiſe him who did make and mend our eyes, 


SCC ( 


"CONSTANCY. 


y y HO is the honeſt Man ? 


He that doth {till and ſtrongly good purſue, 

To God, his Neighbour and himſelf moſt true: 
Whom neither Force nor Fawning can 7 

Unpin, or wrench from giving all their due. | 


Whoſe Honeſty is not 
So looſe or eaſy, that a ruffling Wind 
Can blow away, or glitt'ring look it blind: 
Who rides his ſure and even trot, 
While the World now rides by, now lags behind, \ 


Who, when great trials come, 
Nor ſeeks nor ſhuns them ; but doth calmly ſtay, 
Dill he the thing, and the example weigh: B 
All being brought into a ſum i 
What place or perſon calls for, he doth pay, | 


Whom none can work or woo, | 
To uſe in any thing a trick or flight ; 4 
For above all things he abhors deceit: 5 5 


Who | 


His words, and works, and faſhion too, 
All of a piece, and all are clear and ſtreight. 


1 


Who never melts or thaws 
At cloſe temptations : When the day 1s done, 
His goodneſs ſets not, but in dark can run : 
The Sun to others writeth laws, 
And is their vertue ; Virtue is his Sun. 


Who, when he 1s to treat 
With ſick folks, Women, thoſe whom paſſions ſway, 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way : 
Whom others faults do not defeat; 
But though men fail him, yet his part doth play, 


Whom nothing can procure, 
When the wide World runs bias, trom his will 
To writhe his limbs, and ſhare, not mend the il. 
This is the Marks-man, ſafe and ſure, 
Who ſtill is right and prays to be fo ſtill. 
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Y heart did heave, and Obs came forth, O Gou?! 
By that I knew that thou waſt in the grief, 


1 


To guide and gorern it to my Relief, 
Making a Sceptre of the rod: 

Hadit thou nor had thy part, 

Sure the unruly ſigh had broke my heart. 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art ſtill 
Conſtant unto it, making it to be 
A point ef honour, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer ill. 
They who lament one eroſs, 
Thou dying Gaily „ praiſe thee to thy loſs, 
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| MHA e cd ere: gde 
Sighs and Groans. 


0 Do not uſe me 


After my Sins! Look not on my deſert, | / | 


But on thy glory ! Then thou wilt reform, 
And not refuſe me : For thou only art 


The mighty God, but I a filly Worm: 
O do not bruiſe me! 


4 
j 
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O do not urge me 
For what account can thy ill Steward make ? 
i have abus'd thy Stock, deſtroy'd thy Woods, 
Suck'd all thy Magazines : My Head did ake, 
Till it found out how to conſume thy Goods ; 
O do not ſcourge me! 


| j O do not blind me 

4 I have deſerv'd that an /Zgyptian Night 
| 4 Should thicken all my Powers ; becauſe my Luſt 
1 Hath e ſtill ſew'd Fig- leaves to exclude thy Light; 
| iy But I am Frailty, and already Duſt; 

| O do not orind me! 

| O do not fill me 
With the turn'd Vial of thy bitter Wrath! 


For thou haſt other Veſſels full of Blood, 
A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 


Ev'n unto Death: Since he died for my good: 
O do not kill me! 


e 
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But O reprieve me! 
For thou haſt Life and Death at thy command ; 
Thou art both Judge and Saviour, Fraſ and Rod, 
Cordial and Corroſewe: Put not thy Hand 
Into the bitter box; but O my God, D 
My God, reheve me! | 


EXEXELEXELLXEEEXEXEN 
VIRTUE, 


WEET Day, fo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright, 
The Bridal of the Earth and Sky, 
The Dew ſball weep thy Fall to Night; 
Por thou muſt die. 


Sweet Roſe, whoſe hue mary and brave 

Bids the raſh Gazer wipe his Eye, 

'Thy Root 1s ever in 1ts Grave, | 
And thou muſt die. 


Sweet Spring, full of ſweet Days and Roſes, 
A Box where Sweets compacted lie, 
My Muſic ſhews ye have your cloſes, 

And all muſt die. 


Only a ſweet and virtuous Soul, 
Like ſeaſon'd Timber, never gives; 

But though the whole World turn to a Coal, 
Then chiefly lives, 
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I fly to thee and folly underſtand 


The Pearl. Matt. x111. 


Know the ways of Learning : both the Head 

And Pipes that feed the Preſs, and make it run; 
What Reaſon hath from Nature borrowed, 
Or of itſelf, like a good Houſewite, ſpun 
In Laws and Policy; what the Stars conſpire; 
What willing Nature ſpeaks, what forc'd by fire: 
Both th' old Diſcoveries and the new found Seas; 
The Stock and Surplus, Cauſe and Hiſtory: 
All theſe ſtand open, or I have the Keys : 

Yet I love thee. 


I know the ways of Pleaſure, the ſweet ſtrains, 
The Lullings and the Reliſhes of it; 

The Propoſitions of hot Blood and Br ains; 

What Mirth and Mufic mean; what Love and Wit 
Have done theſe twenty hundred Years, and more: 


1 know the Projects of unbridled Store : 


My Stuff is Fleſh, not Braſs ; my Senſes live, 
And grumble oft that they "$54 more in me 
Than he that curbs them, being but one to five 
Yet I love thee. 


I know all theſe and have them in my hand : 
Therefore not ſealed, but with open Eyes 


Both the main Sale, and the Commodities ; 5 
And at what Rate and Price I have thy Love; 
With all the Circumſtances that may move: 
Yet thro” the Labyrinths not my groveling Wit, 
But thy Silk-twiſt let down from Hcav'n to me, 
Did both conduct and teach me, how by it 

| To climb to thec, 


F ite. 


Cw) 
. 


Made a Poſy while the Day ran by: 
Here will I ſmell my Remnant out and tye 
| My Life within this Band. 
But Time did beckon to the Flowers, and they 
B y Noon moſt cunningly did ſteal away, 
1. And wither d in my Hand. 


My Hand was next to them, and then my Heart ; 
I took, without more thinking, in good Part 
Time's gentle Admonition; 


Who did ſo ſweetly Death's ſad taſte convey, * | 
Making my Mind to ſmell my fatal Day, 0 
Yet ſug' ring the Sulpicion. 8 j 


Farewell dear Flowers; ſweetly your time ye ſpent, 
| Fit while ye liv'd, for Smell or Ornament, 
And after Death for Cures. 
I follow ſtreight without Complaints or Grief, 
Since if my Scent be good, I care not if 
It be as ſhort as FOurNe 
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1 Cannot ſkill of theſe thy Ways. 
Lord, thou did'ff make me, yet thou auoundeſi me; 
Lord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou daſt relieve me.: 
Lord, thou relieweſt, yet I die by thee ; 
Lord, thou dof kill me, yet thou daſt reprieve me. 


But 
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But when J mark my Life and Praiſe, 
Thy Juſtice me moſt fitly pays; 
For I do praiſe thee, yet I praiſe thee not; 
My Prayers mean thee, yet my Prayers ſtray. 
I would do well, yet Sin the Hand hath got; 


My Soul doth lowe thee, yet it lowes delay. 
I cannot kill of theſe my Ways, 
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1 ORD, ho the Angels praiſe thy Name. 
Man 1s a fooliſh thing, a fooliſh thing ; 
Folly and Sin play all his game. | 
His Houſe ſtill burns; and yet he ſtill doth ling, 
Man is but Grafs ; 
He knows it:. Fill the Glaſs. 


How can'ſt thou brook. his Fooliſhneſs ? 
Nay, he'll not loſe a cup of drink for thee 
Bid him but temper his Exceſs ; 
Not he ; he knows where he can better be, 
As he will ſwear, 
Than to ſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange Pollutions doth he wed, 
And make * own, as if none knew has he! 
No Man ſhall beat into His Head, 
That thou within his curtains drawn can'ſt ſee”; 
They are of Cloth, 
Where never yet came Moth, 
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The beſt of Men, turn but thy Hand 
For one poor Minute, ſtumble at a Pin: 
They would not have their Actions ſcan'd, 
Nor any Sorrow tell them that they fin, 
Though it be ſmall, £ 
And meaſure not their Fall, 


They quarrel thee, and would give over 
The Bargain made to ſerve thee : But thy Love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
Their Follies with the Wing of thy mild Dove, 
Not ſuff'ring thoſe 
Vho would, to be thy Foes. 


My God! Man cannot praiſe thy Name: 


Thou art all Brightneſs, perfect Purity: 


The Sun holds down his Head for ſname, 
Dead with Eclipſes, when we ſpeak of thee. 
How ſhall Infection 
Preſume on thy Perfection? 


Man cannot ſerve thee ; let him go 


And ſerve the Swine ; there, there is his Delight : | 


He doth not like this Virtue, no; 


Give him his Dirt to wallow in all Night: 


Theſe Preachers make 
His Head to ſhoot and ach, 


Oh fooliſh Man ! Where are thine Eyes ? 
How haſt thou loſt them .n a Crowd of Cares! 
Thou pull'ſt the Kug, and wilt not riſe, 
No, not to purchaſe the whole Pack of Stars : 

There let them ſhine, 
Thou muſt go fleep, or dine. 
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The Bird that ſees a dainty Bower 
1 Made in the Tree where ſhe was wont to ſit, 
#1 81 Wouders and fings, but not his Power, 
1 Who made the Arbour: This exceeds her Wit. 
But Man doth know 
The Spring whence all Things flow; 


® 
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And yet, as tho' he knew it not, 
|; {| | His Knowledge winks and lets his Humours reign ; 
— They make his Life a conſtant Blot, 
4 And all the Blood of God to run in vain. 
| | | Ah wretch! What Verſe 
3] Can thy ſtrange ways rehearſe ? 


Indeed at firſt Man was a Treaſure, 
| A Box of Jewels, Shop of Rarities, 
7 A Ring, whoſe Poſy was My Pleaſure ! ”* 
He was a Garden in a Paradiſe : EE: 
Glory and Grace 
Did crown his Heart and Face. 


But Sin hath fool'd him.—Now he is 
A Lump of Fleſh, without a Foot or Wing 
To raiſe him to the Glimpſe of Bliſs : 
A ſick toſs'd Veſſel daſhing on each thing: 
Nay, his own Shelf: 
My God, I mean myſelf, 


N De e EAN IDE IDES SIDE IDE | 
PRAYER. N 


O F what an eaſy, quick acceſs, | 

My bleſſed Lord, art thou! How ſuddenly 

| May our Requeſts thine Ear invade! 
ec Ts 
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To ſhew that State diſlikes not Eaſineſs, ; 


If I but lift mine Eyes, my Suit is made: 
Thou can'ſt no more not hear, than thou can'ft die. 


Of what ſupreme Almighty Power 
Is thy great Arm, which ſpans the Eaſt and Weſt, 
And tacks the Centre to the Sphere! 
By it do all things live their meaſur'd hour: 
We cannot aſk the thing which is not there, 
Blaming the ſhallowneſs of of our Requeſt, 
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of what unmeaſurable Love 
Art thou poſſeſt, who when thou couldft not die, 
Wert fain to take our Fleſh and Curſe, 
And for our ſakes, in perſon, fin reprove ; 
» That by deſtroying that which ty'd thy Purſe, 
Thou might'ſt make way for Liberality ! 


Since then theſe three wait on thy Throne, 
Eaſe, Power and Lore; T-value Prayer fo, 

That were I to leave all but one, 
Wealth Fame, Endowments, Virtues all ſhould go: 
I and dear Prayer would together dwell, | 
And quickly gain for each inch loſt, an ell. 
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(An' be idle, can'ſt thou play, 
Fooliſh Soul, who ſin'd to way * 


GH 


Rivers run, and Springs each one 
Z Know their home and get them gone: 
T's Halt thou Tears, or haſt thou none? 
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If poor Soul, thou haſt no Tears, 


Would thou had'ſt no Faults or Fears! 


Who hath theſe, thoſe ills forbears. 


But if yet thou idle be, 


Fooliſh Soul, who died for thee ? | 


Who did leave his Father's 'Throne, 


To aſſume thy Fleſh and Bone? 
Had he Life or had he none ? 


If he had. not liv'd for thee, 
Thou hadſt dy'd moſt wretchedly ; 
And two Deaths had been thy Fee. 


Hie ſo far thy good did plot, 
That his ownſelf he forgot. 


Did he die, or did he not ? 


If he had not died for thee, 
Thou had'ſt liv'd in miſery, . 
Two Lives, worſe than ten Deaths be, 


And hath any ſpace of Breath 
"Twixt his Sins and Saviour's Death? 


He that loſeth Gold, though Droſs, 
Tells to all he meets his Croſs : 
He that fins, hath he no loſs? _ 


He that finds a ſilver Vein, 
Thinks on it and thinks again: 
Brings thy Saviour's Death no gain ? 


Who in heart not ever kneels, 
Neither Sin nor Saviour feels. 


b Giddineſs, 
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M Joy my Life, my Crown ! | 
My Heart was meaning all the day, 
Somewhat it fain would ſay : 
And ſtill it runneth mut'tring up and down, 


With only this, — My Foy, my Life, my Crown : 4 


Yet light not theſe few words ; 
It truly ſaid, they may take part 
Among the beſt in Art. 


The Fineneſs which a Hymn or Pſalm affords, 
Is, when the Soul unto che Lines, accords. | 


He who craves all the Mind, 
And all the Soul, and Strength, and Time, - 
If the Words only rhyme, 
Juſtly complains, that ſomewhat is behind 


To make his Verſe, or write a Hymn in kin. 


Whereas if th* Heart be mov'd, | 
Although the Verſe be ſomewhat ſcant, 
God doth ſupply the Want : 


As when th' Heart ſays, (fiighing to'be approvedy _ 


O, could I love ! and ſtops'; : God writeth, Loved, 
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GRACE. 


v ſtock lies dead, and no euereaſe | 
Doth my dull huſbandry, unprove : 


O let thy Graces without ceaſe + 


Drop trom above, 
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If ſtill the Sun ſhould hide his Face, 
Thy Houſe would but a Dungeon prove, 


Thy Works Night's Captives: O let Grace 
Drop from above 


The Dew doth ev'ry Morning fall; 

And ſhall the Dew outſtrip thy Dove? 

The Dew, for which Graſs cannot call, 
Drop trom above : 


Death is ſtill working like a Mole, 

And digs my grave at each remove : 

Let Grace work too, and on my foul _ 
Drop from above. 


Sin is nil hammering my Heart, 

Unto a Hardneſs void of Love: 

Let —— Grace to croſs his Art 
Drop from above · 


O come? * hou doſt know the way: 
Or if to me thou wilt not move, 
Remove me where T heed not ſay, 

_ op from above, 
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WEE r Sas os doſt thou dell 5 hmbly: 
Let me once know. *' (ce, 


1 ſought. thee in a ſecret Cave, 
And aſk'd if Peace were there. ? 
A hollow Wind did ſeem to anſwer, No: « 
Go ſcek WAS 5 


Ci 
I did; and going, did a Rainbow note: 
Surely thought I, | 
This is the Lace of . s Coat: 
J will ſearch out the Matter: 


But while I look'd, the Clouds immediately 
Did break and ſcatter. 


Then went I to a Garden, and did fpy | 


A gallant Flower, 
The Crown Imperial: Sure, faid I, 
Peace at the Root muſt dwell. 
But when 1 digg'd, I ſaw a Worm devour... 
What ſhew'd ſo well. 


At length I met a rev rend good old. Man : 
Whom, when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began. 
There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with good increaſe 
Of Flock and Fold. 


He ſweetly liv/d; yet Sweetneſs did not ſave 
His Lite' from Foes. bg 
But after Death out of his Grave 


There ſprang twelve Stalks of Wheat: 


Which many wond'ring at, got ſome of mole: 
To plant and ſet. 


It proſper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
Through all the Earth: 
For they that taſte it do rehearſe, 
That Virtues lie therein; „ 7 
A ſecret Virtue, bringing Þ Peace. aalen 
By flight of 
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Take of this Grain, which in my Garden grows, 
And grows for you ; 
Make Bread of it ; and that Repoſe 
And Peace which every where 
With ſo much Earneſtneſs you do 12 085 
Is only there. 


SUBMISSION. 
UT that thou art my Wiſdom, Lord, 
And both mine Eyes are thine, 


My Mind would be extremely ſtir'd 
For miſting my Deſign. 


Were it not better to beſtow 
Some Place and Power on me ? 

Then ſhould thy Praiſes with me grow, 
And ſhare in my degree. 


But when I thus diſpute and grieve, 
I do reſume my Sight; 


And pilf rug what I once did give, 
| Diſſeize ther of thy Lights 


| How know I. if thou ſhould'ſt me raiſe, 
That I ſhould then raiſe thee? 
Perhaps great Places and thy Praiſe 
Do not ſo well agree. 


Wherefore unto my Gift I ſtand ; 
I will no more adviſe ;' 
Only do Thou lend me a Hand, 
vince thou haſt both mine Eyes. 
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